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dime museums, the homes of triple-pated men, human corkscrews and other intellectual freaks, come under the same police supervision, and rank one and all within the same classification as " places of amusement ? " Nay, to go further and fare worse, do not some of these very freaks regard themselves as fellow-workers in the dramatic vineyard made so fertile through the toil of a Booth, a Mansfield or a Terry ? The writer has himself heard the manipulator of a marionette troupe (whose wife, by-tlie-way, posed in a curio hall as a " Babylonian Princess ") speak of Sir Henry Irving as "a brother professional."
This  complacent   individual  had  his   prototype
during the  very period which we are  considering.
He was an artistic gentleman  named Crawley, the
happy manager of a  puppet show which used   to
bring  joy   into   the   hearts  of   the  merry  people
thronging   the   famous   Bartholomew   Fair.      One
fine day, as the manager was standing outside of his
booth, he was put into a flutter of excitement by the
approach of the mighty Betterton, in company with
a country friend.    The actor offered several shillings
for himself and rustic as they were about to enter
the show, but this was too much for Crawley.     He
saw the chance of his life, and took advantage of it.
" No, no, sir," he said to " Old Thomas," with quite
the  patronising air of an  equal,   " we  never take
money of one another! "    Betterton did not see the
matter in the same light, and, indignantly throwing
down the  silver, stalked into the booth without so
much as thanking the proprietor of the puppets.